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plain by the light in which we prefer to see it, for
it is our light.

One day, I remember, a boy had to take a sheaf
of documents to a vessel loading in the London
Dock. She was sailing that tide. It was a hot
July noon. It is unlucky to send a boy, who is
marked by all the omens for a City prisoner, to
that dock, for it is one of the best of its kind. He
had not been there before. There was an
astonishing vista, once inside the gates, of sherry
butts and port casks. On the flagstones were
pools of wine lees. There was an unforgettable
smell. It was of wine, spices, oakum, wool, and
hides. The sun made it worse, but the boy, I
think, preferred it strong. After wandering
along many old quays, and through the openings
of dark sheds that, on so sunny a day, were stored
with cool night and cubes and planks of gold, he
his ship, the Mulatto GirL She was for the
Now it is clear that one even wiser in
shipping affairs than a boy would have expected
to see a craft that was haughty and portentous
when bound for the Brazils, a ship that looked
equal to making a coast of that kind. There she
was, her flush deck well below the quay wall. A